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By My Calculations... 


Author's Notes: 


This is a late submission from the perspective that it's also incomplete. There will be at least a second chapter 


to be added. 


"What are you reading?" 


John had thought he was alone in their flat, or at least Roger and Brian were distracted long enough in another 
room that he could glance over the assortment of paper strewn over the table. To anyone else it might've not 
looked important. To others it might've looked too abstract. When he saw the papers his chest tightened, 
breath caught. Transfixed he lowered his fingers to the closest sheet, picking it up and admiring the familiar 


penmanship, reading and trying to memorise even a fragment of it. 


"Damn it" More startled than offended for being caught John relaxed his posture enough that he wasn't rigid, 
twisting to glare at Roger. Roger's grin lessened his glare, submitting him to sigh and his chin to sink. "| just 


found Brian's thesis on the table. | would tend to think you've seen him working out here and known that I'd 
picked up one of his papers." 


"You mean to tell me that you understand what he's written? Or calculated for that matter.." Roger cast a 


look down at the closest pile of paper, quickly giving up when he realised it was a futile attempt. 


"Well, parts of it," John admitted, chuckling to himself. A look to Roger and he elbowed him slightly. "H's not as 
all straightforward as you claimed 2001 A Space Odyssey made it out to be." 


"Its a good movie!" 


‘lm not claiming it isn't." Carefully setting down the paper back where he found it John picked up another 
sheet of paper that, if he was reading everything correctly, continued the formula he was first reading. "But if 
you decide to become an astronaut or astrophysicist based on what you learned from the movie, than the 


whole universe is in trouble." 


"Your lack of faith in me wounds me.." The lament was short-lived and travelling, Roger walking into the 
kitchenette. John wouldn't have cared where he was headed off to, more thankful that he was left alone. 
Without him hovering by his shoulder he didn't hesitate to trace a finger over the numbers on the page. The 
ink was dry, no risk of smudging valuable information, but his skin tingled, not just along his fingertip but even 


the back of his neck. 

"How does it look?" 

The low voice wasn't intended to surprise him but it still had that effect. Already caught unawares by Roger 
John resisted the urge to jump or tense but his ears chose to pound in time with his quickening pulse, 
embarrassed more than anything else. "It looks good, as far as | can tell." 


"Have | made any mistakes?" Brian asked, the look in his gaze almost cheeky. 


"You would never make any mistakes," John assured him, nearly laughing at the impossibility. "Even if you did | 


wouldn't even know it" 
"Then the reason you were reading it to begin with is..?" 


Thumb digging into the margin of the paper John swallowed tightly, the only answer he could think of providing 
being a one-shoulder shrug. Not wanting to harm Brian's work any further he set the paper down though he 
still imagined the numbers dancing in front of his eyes. "l.. just needed to take a look. I've always been 


impressed that you continue with your PhD alongside the band." 


Brian started to combine the various piles into one, an order that John wouldn't have known even if he did look 


through all the papers. "I've never wanted to stop." 


"Your love of the subject is very clear." Inwardly flinching at his awed tone John cleared his throat. "The 
dedication - to physics and your music, it takes up a lot of time, but you do it both with unwavering focus." 


The look Brian gave him wasn't quite a smile, a bit too much of an unasked question that Brian was still mulling 
over. Wishing he had a reason to escape the scrutiny and coming up with nothing John stood his ground, hoping 
that he wasn't coming off as anxious as he felt, though he rubbed his fingers together, half wishing he could 
take a hold of one of those papers again Brian noticed the curling of his hand into a fist. "Do you enjoy reading 
about physics?" 


"It. interests me." It would've been far too awkward to admit that he only liked reading Brian's works on the 


subject, more awkward than the situation already was. "I'll admit, a good part of it goes right over my head" 
| could teach you, | would like that a lot," Brian offered, the scrutinising look replaced with delight. 


Resisting the urge to flail his arm out or to babble the nonsensical prattle going on in his head John pressed 
his fist to his leg and stuck to short and simple words. "Sure." 


Wait, that wasn’t what he wanted to say. 


For all his well hidden internal struggles Brian's gaze was shrewd, features laughing at what was a failed 


attempt. "Why are you agreeing when you are nervous?" 


More thankful than ever that Roger was still in the kitchen, and that Brian wasn't audibly laughing at him, John 
dared to loosen his hand, steadying his fingers on the table. "No - reason" 


"| don't normally make you nervous." 


John started to shake his head but realising what that might've come across as he shook his head harder, 


waving his hands for emphasis. "No, no - you don't make me nervous. It's just - ah, aaahh.. 


"Just. what?" Roger was whistling from the kitchen, damn him for still being in the flat, but Brian moved 


closer to him. "Have | done something?" Brian asked. 
"Its.. me." Laughing under his breath for how cliché the words were, John cocked his head a little to meet 
Brian's gaze. "l. | like physics. | do. Which I've stated already, | know but-" Hesitating with a sucked in breath, an 


embarrassed gasp of a sound, he pushed onward. "I like it - a lot" 


"Perfect, we'll need to make a time for to get together. Trust me, you'll have a firm grasp on the nuances of 


physics in no time." 
Flushing and nearly choking for Brian's choice of words, John nodded tightly. "You have no idea." 


It was Brian's turn to cock his head. "What?" 


"Your physics turn me on" The inner prattle escaped his lips in a quick stream of two seconds flat. He could 
only hope that Brian didn't hear his mumble or he said it too fast to understand but a quick glance his way 


revealed that the shrewd look was back. "Please don't tell me to elaborate, I've embarrassed myself enough." 
"My physics?" 


Of course he had to confirm it. He didn't want to dig himself any deeper than he already had but John 
managed a short nod. "I already said that your love for the subject, and your dedication, impresses me. Your 
intelligence just.. everything in combination, just - amazes me. And now I'm leaving, before | embarrass myself 


any further." 
"John, wait-" 


"See you later." He didn't feel flushed, which he supposed was a good thing. Managing to carry himself mostly 
calmly to the door he stepped outside to the corridor, allowing himself a deep breath on the way to the 


stairwell. 


"Your physics turn me on?" Laughing at the words he uttered minutes ago he opened the door to the stairs. 
"God, how stupid did that sound?" Mentally berating himself for his foolishness John hurried outside, hoping 


that Brian would let it go. There was certainly no need to pursue the ridiculous statement he made. 


